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they've known it all along. They want to know how I'm
taking it," And, seeing Ramsdell beside her, she said, "la
it true what they all think—that England's beaten?"
"There's the fleet," Ramsdell said with a smile.
"And that's enough?"
"Quite enough."
"So simple?"
"So simple."
"Is that conviction or just blind faith?"
"Oh," he answered, a little embarrassed by her earnest-
ness. "It's just what one feels and knows."
"You're very English, aren't you?"
"Thank God!"
She laughed and broke in her laughter "Yes, thank
God," she said.
Julie did not return to the Castle, for they might be
called upon to play their match, Ramsdell said, before
tea-time; and he added privately to Lewis that the game
was already lost with Julie in her present mood. "What
on earth you're waiting for," he said, "I don't know."
But Lewis waited, sometimes joining a group of specta-
tors and yielding himself to the drift of their talk, some-
times encountering Julie as he moved from one court to
another—a Julie seemingly transformed, the delight and
provocation of whatever company she was in. If he went
back to Enkendaal, the library would, he knew, be full of
unrest, and he began to feel that the disturbance in him
was so profound that it might be long before he could
work peacefully in the library again. All his purposes were
entangled, his spirit was set on edge, even his will was
failing him. The restlessness of the tennis-ground taunted
the failure of tranquillity in himself, and when Ballater
said: "Let's go out into the town for a bit. I'm bored with
this place," ae went gladly. But as they approached the
gates he swung round as though a hand on his shoulder
Bad compelled him, and looked back towards the head of
the steps. It was long since Julie had been standing there;
he had met her in other parts of the ground; but he could
not cease to look for her where she had last spoken to him,

